XXI
TANGIER
THE little city of Tangier, rising from a hillside of
red earth which ends a great bay covered with
huge waves all white and intense blue, is a sight that,
seen for the first time, is an impression for ever. Behind
the city are the mountains and the desert, and away to
the right and left a fierce rocky coast thrusts back the
sea, which in the wind is like the hosts of an archangel
Within the city, if you will, you may find all your
dreams. It is as though suddenly you had half-re-
membered something that for a lifetime you had for-
gotten. And for me, at least, it was as though I had
seen all that strange Arab life before, perhaps in my
early childhood, when I used to dream over the stories
in the Bible, and really feel the heat of Palestine in the
anaemic sunshine of an English Good-Friday, or even
before that in another life, And so it seems to me that
Tangier itself is either the most wonderful place we
have ever seen, or it is nothing. Certainly those who tell
you they know the East, tell you too at all times that
Tangier is nothing; just a semi-European city full of
filth. But for me it was the very East; and for the
Europeans, I saw them not
I entered the city of Tangier by the eastern gate;
Muhammed Dukali carrying a little lantern to guide my
feet, for it was night I shall not easily forget the dark-
aess and the immense silence as we made our way along